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reveals Shaw's knack of regarding himself objectively; and
it is no doubt thanks to this knack, this ability to look at
himself from the outside as though he were something
under the microscope or on the dissecting table, that we
are able to forgive him for talking so much about Bernard
Shaw. It reveals, too, since false teeth denote a certain
decay, that not even Shaw is perfect, just as it reveals that
he does not" mind parading even his imperfections. And,
of course, it reveals that highest and most charitable sense
of humour which has been defined as the ability to laugh
at oneself.

One anecdote suggests another. In America the film of
Major Barbara was prefaced by a short film of Shaw in
person. In it, he said he felt kinship with a nation that
had spent much of its life trying to abolish black slavery,
for he had spent much of his trying to abolish white. He
also announced that in return for America's gift of fifty
old destroyers (it was 1940) he was sending over some of
his old plays, filmed, to balance the account. The film in
a word was characteristic; now profound, now witty.
Running it off one day for friends, at one point Shaw
nudged his neighbour and chuckled: * That was where my
dentures slipped!'

It need not be pointed out that Shaw's wit (once employed
to make fun even of his mother's funeral) embraces objects
other than his own teeth. Universally recognized, it
requires no emphasis here.

Ill
Besides, over-emphasis of the Shavian humour produces
a portrait not of Shaw but of his inseparable companion
Joey the Clown. The wit, after all, is but a reflection of his
intellect, and the humour but a disburdening of his acute
sense of the ridiculous. What of his soul ? Where is the
key to that imponderable? Well, if there were room for
only three words on Shaw's tombstone I would carve:
HE HATED CRUELTY. Those words, I believe, hold the
key*